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POEM S. 


On the Duke of MARLBOROUGH 
going into Germany. 

L The OAK and the BRI AR. A Tale. 
Ill, An INSCRIPTION upon a Triumphal 
Arch Erected by the French King in 
Memory of his Victories, for which the 
Author had a Thouſand Pound. 

IV. The ſame Revers d. 

V. On Burning the Biſhop of St. Af. aph's 
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Duke of M artborough, 
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Upon his Going into 


GERMANY 


Nations ſee, 
| Which thy Victor 


O, Mighty PRINCE, and thoſe Great 
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(2) 
View that Fam d Column, where thy Name engrav d He g. 
Shall tell their Children who their Empire ſu d. ö 
Point out that Marble, where thy Worth is ſhown 
"To every Grateful Country, but thy Own. | 
O Cenſure undeſerd! Unequal Fate! 
Which ſtrove to Leſſen Him who made Her Great; 
Which Panper d with Succeſs, and Rich in Fame, 
 Extoll'd his Conqueſt, but Condemn d his Name: 
But Virtue is a Crime, when plac'd on high, 
Tho! all the F ault's 3 in the Beholder' s Eye, 


Yet He untouch'd, as in the Heat of Wars, 
Flies from no Danger, but Domeſtick Farrs. 
| Leaves Buſie Tongues, and Lying Fame behind, 
And tries at leaſt in other Climes to find, 
Our Rage by Mountains, and by Seas confin'd, 
Vet ſmiling at the Dart, which Envy ſhakes, 
He only fears for Her, whom he forſakes ; 
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(3) 
He grieves to find the Courſe of Yirtze eroſt, 
Bluſhing to fee our Blood no better loft. . 
Diſdains in Factious Parties to contend, 
And proves in Abſence moſt Britamia's Friend. 


So the Great SC IP IO of Old, to ſhun l 
That Glorious Envy, which his Arms had won, | N 
Far from his Dear, Ungrateful Rome retird, | 
Prepar'd, whene'er His Country's Cauſe requir'd, ; 
Toſhine in Peace or War, and be again Admir'd. 
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AND THE 


BR IAR 
TALE 


"a TWOODSTOCR Parr, in Ancient Time 
A there ſtood | 

A goodly, aged Oak, itſelf a Wood, 

Who to the Skies his ſtately Arms diſplay'd, 


Fam d for his Airy Height, and Reverend Shade. 
1 * <v | But 


But 
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But now Old Age, ( what will not Age conſume! ) 
Blaſted the Glory of his Youthful Blooni's =-/ 
Ant He, who once reign'd Monarth of the Field; 
conquer d by none but Time, is forc'd to yield. 
He, who bf late lock d o'er the Spacious Plan. | 
And bie the Subject Shribs with juſt Diſtkin, — || 
Beneath whöſt Bouglis rhe Cattle faftty foot = | 
Furniſh'd at once with Shelter, atid with Food: | 
Who to the Farmer paid an atmual Due, ! 
As Tribute for the Ground on which he grew. | 
Now ſers each rude, malicious blight Deface - 

His former Hondurs, and departing Grace. 

Now the Grey Moſs has tnarr d his wirheritg Rind. 
And his bald Top's the Sport of every Wind. 
Now pointed Blaſts his banter'd Branches gore, | 
Which hot the loadeſt Storm could ts before. | || 
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(6) 


An Upſtart Brier roſe too near his Side, 
Full of his Earth-born Self, and Swoln with Pride, 
Which thruſt his prickly Head, in vaunting wiſe, 
Aloft in Air, and ſeem'd to threat the Skies. 0 
whole armed Leaves fiveet Smelling Flowers adorn, 
And opening Roſes bloſſom on his Than. 
Hither the Nymphs accuſtom d to repair, 

And gather Garlands for their Golden Hair. 

Hither the little Birds would oft retreat, - 
And Warbling Tunes of Love or Grief repeat. 

- Linnets and Nightingales would hither fly, 

With every Feather'd Poet of the Sky. 

At this the fooliſh Briar conceited grew, 

Pleas'd. with the Birds who to his Buſhes flew, 
And proud of Flowers, which for the Ladies blew. 
This puff d him ſo, that he began to ſcold 
At the Good Oak, becauſe the Oak was old. | 
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What doſt thou mean (quoth he) thou brutiſh Block, 
The Ground to cumber with thy barren Stock? 
P No Shadow now thy Leafleſs Head beſtows, 
Nor the leaſt Acorn on thy Branches grows. 5 | 
See how my Flowers are with freſh Beauty ſpread. = 
or dyd in Lilly-white, or Roſy-red. 
My lively Leaves are cloath'd in luſty Green, 
A Colour worthy of a Maiden Queen. | | 1 
While thy Waſte, Bulky Body, (which ſo long 
The Earth has bore, and groan'd beneath the Wrong) | 
Almoſt a Carcaſe, and ſcarce half alte. 
Would me of all my ſpringing Bloom deprive. 
Hid are my Bloſſoms, and beclouded now, 
By ſuch a Uſeleſs, Worthleſs Thing as Thou. 
The fragant Odours which my Flourets threw, 
dweeter than Spicy Foreſts ever knew, 
Are poĩſon d by your mouldy Moſs, and you. þ 
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| (7) 
If then you would not my Diſpleaſure prove, 
Be gone, Old Trunk, and from this Green remore. 


Thus in contemptuptis Strain the Bramhle ſpoke, 


Little reply'd the generous, ſuffering Oak. 


But his vile Taunts with as much Courage bore, 


As when he fought with Winds aud Storrgs before. - 
et inwardly his Mighty Heart did bleed. 


Thus to be ſnublyd for every glorious Deed, 
By a poor Shrub, a deſpicable Weed. 


It happen'd once upon a certain Day, 
So Fate ordain'd, the Landlord-came that Way, 
As was his Cuſtom, to Survey his Ground, 
And mark his ſtately Trees in Compaſs round; 
Which, fit for lopping, would moſt Gain produce, 
And furniſh Rafters for the Builder's Uſe : 


(9) 

doon as the Briar kenn'd him from afar, 

His Spight Iwaken'd, and reviv'd the Wat. 

His Ancient Quarrel he remember d ftill, 

(For Malice has a Memory for Il.) 

To gain the Patron was his only Aim, 

And rouze the dying Embers to a Flame. 

For this the ſturdy Oak he thus arraign'd, 3 
And cauſleſly_ in formal Speech complain'd. 

0 my Liege Lord, on whom my Life depends, 
(And then his ſuppliant. ſneaking Head he * 
Ponder, I pray you, my complaining Moan 
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Of Wrongs, enough to move a very Stone: 
VVhich your poor Vaſlal daily muſt endure, 
Unleſs your Goodneſs brings a ſpeedy Cure. 
Grief will diſpatch me, if this Oak proceed i 
To grow lucceſsful, and none curb his * 
[fin Felonious Force he thus go on, 

| J wretched I, am utterly undone. 
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The Good Man, wounded with this piteous Ples, 
Againft an Ancient, Serviceable Tree, 

Stood mute, and wonder d what the Plaintiff meant; 
But griev'd, and found his eaſie Heart relent. 

For Pity's eredulous and the Diſtreſt 

Soon gain th* Aſcendant on an honeſt Breaſt. 

Go on, hecry'd, and in thy Tale proceed: 

Then thus began this proud inſulting VVeed ; 
(As is the Cuſtom of Ambitious Folk,) 

His colour'd Crime with painted Words to cloke. 


Ah, my Dear Sovereign Lord, whoſe Favours fall 
On every Plant, the Humble and the Tall, 
Do not poor I, thy own Plantation, ſtand 
As well as Oaks, the Monſters of thy Land? 
I furniſh Bloſſoms in the Vernal Prime, | 
And Scarlet Berrics for the Summer Time 5 


How 


fall 


How 


(1) 


How comes it then that this declining Oak, 


Whoſe Trunk is ſaplefs, and whoſe Arms are broke, 


Whoſe naked Branches ſtretching to the Sky, 
Should haughtily the flow'ring Briar dety ? 
Who darkens with his Shade my lovely Light, 
And robs me of the Sun's refreſhing Sight. 


Oft from my VVounds the Blood is ſeen to ſlide, 


His wither'd Boughs ſo beat my tender Side. 
His hoary Locks on my freſh Flourets caſt, 
Before their Time, my Honours have defac'd. 
For cruel Wrongs, and Outrages like theſe, 
lonly beg your Goodneſs would appeaſe 

The ranc'rous Rigour of his potent Spight, 
Refrain his Rage, and do your Vaſſal Right. 
To whom, unleſs your Patronage is juſt, 

lis Beauties ſoon will moulder in the Duſt. 


Atthis with worthy Indignation ſtruck, 
I undaunted Oak his lofty Branches ſhook, 
+C 2 


Pre- 


(12) 
Prepar'd an Anfwer, and to clear at large 
His Honour from his Adverſary's Charge. 
But his foul Tongue us'd poorly to inform, 
Had in the Landlord raid fo high a Storm; 
So much this Worm had wriggled in his Ear, 
The Landlord could not, or He would not, hear, 
But Home he haſted in a furious Heat, 


Did Vows of Vengeance to himſelf repeat. 

He bent the harmful Hatchet in his Hand, 
(Ah, that the Hatchet ſhould ſo ready ſtand!) 

Impatient, to the Park alone he ſpeeds, 

(For little is the Help which Miſchief needs.) 


His filent Malice on the Tree to wreak, The 
For very Anget would not let him ſpeak. He 
Then to the Root he bent his ſturdy Stfoak, His 
And gafh'd with may a Wound the injur'd Oak. The 
The Ax recoil'd, as if th unwilling Steel, Pro 


Relented at each Blow which made him reel. 
Whethe 


(13) 

Whether the conſcious Iron was afraid, 

And to his good Old Age juſt Reverence paid; 

For it had been a very Ancient Tre, 

Sacred of Old, with many a Myſtery. 

Croſt was it often by the Prieſtly Crew, 

And hallow'd oft with Holy-water Dew. 

But Prieſts in vain their Holy-water ſpent, 

in vain to Heav'n their Prayers and Bleſſings ſent. 
Old Age will come, and with it ſure Decay 3 

And what can drive the Dart of Fate away ? 

The Good Man labour'd at each hearty Blow: 

The wounded Oak ſigh'd at his Overthrow. 

The Steel had pierc'd his Pith, and Truth to tell, 
He gave a piteous Groan, and down he fell ; 

His wond'rous Weight made all the Park to quake, 
The Ground ſhrunk under him, and ſeem'd to ſhake; 
Proſtrate he lyes upon his Native Earth, 


pitied by none but thoſe who knew his Worth. 
Now 


ww. 
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| a B 
| | Now Reigns the Bramble, like a Lord, alone, His St 
| puff d up with Pride, and like a Bladder blown. But pr 


Pert as a Pye, and as a Peacock gay, 1 br 
And pleaſant as the merry Monch of May. 
| But Grief ſucceeding, ſudden Mirth deſtroys, 
And treads upon the Heels of haſty Joys. 
Now Winter draws her ſtormy Legions forth, 
And Bluſtering Boreas rages from the North. 
By theſe the ſolitary Briar is torn, 
Naked, abandon'd, : helpleſs and forlorn. 
In vain he ſeeks for ſome protecting Shade, 
Dead is that Tree, to whom he flew for Aid. 
Now he repents his fooliſh Pride too late, 


And pities the good Oak's unworthy Fate : 
The biting Froſt nips all his Branches dead, 
And ſhowry Rains weigh down his feeble Head. 


The 


The 


(15) 
The heaped Snow now burdens him ſo fore, 
His Strength is loſt, a nd he can riſe no more. 
But proſtrate laid, is trampled in the Dirt 
By brouzing Cattle, and ſeverely hurt. 
For ſcorning reverend Age, this Fall he found, 
Unpitied, ſpurn'd, and grov'ling on the Ground. 


So fare the Man, who fed with vain Deſires, 
By others Ruin, to be Great aſpires, 
And ſuch the Fate of all Ambitious Briars ! 
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| INSCRIPTIO 
; Triumphalis Arcus a UDO V I CO Decimo 


Quarto in Victoriarum eus Memoriam 
nuperrime Eredcti. 
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E | W 
Ly dovicus Magnus, 
Cui Onnia (qua vix ulli Principum ) contigere : 
| Ortus prope Divinus, 
Paares ammo corporis dotes, 
Coava Regno Victoria; 
Devotiſimi Populi, 


Integer Fiſcus, 
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Erected by the 


Encouragement. 
imo 


MN LE WIS the Great, 


Or Royal Favourite of Fate ; 
A Birth almoſt Divine, 
A Body Beauteous as his Mind: 
Both ſully d with no vicious Stain, 
And Victory coeval with his Reign. 
A People of firm Loyalty, 
An overflowing Treaſury. 
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be Inſcription q 2 Triumphal Arch lately 

rench King, in Memory of 
bis Famous Victories, and the Author, ( as 
tis reported,) bad a Thouſand Pound for his 


Whom Heay'n has Crown'd in every Brave Deſign, 
With Bleſſings ſcarcely known to any State, 


2 
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War 


( 18 ) 


Juſta Bella, 
Fortuna Conſtans ; 
Attritis una Batavis, 
Fraftis Germanis, 
Domiti: Hiſpanis, 
Et repreſſis Ang lis. 
Bello toti Europa vel illato vel oftentato, 


Pace; quam voluit, Lege Sancitd, 


\ Triumphalem Arcum 
Impery Æternitati conjulens f 
Th 


Sui Securus erexit, 


( 19) 


War founded on the juſteſt Right, 
And Fortune conſtant in the Fight; 
Batavians worſted in the Field, 
And ſturdy Germans forc'd to yield, 
While haughty Spain receives his Law, 

And ſtubborn England's kept in Awe. 
After all Europe, frighted with Alarms, 
Had felt the ſingle Terrour of his Arms; 

After a Peace deſir d, 

And ratify'd, as he himſelf requir'd, 
This Arch erected, Witneſs of his Fame, 
Which ſhall to future Times proclaim 

How He, by adding Empires to his Throne, 
Enlarges, and Secures his own. 
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LUDOVICUS TYRANNUS, 
Nulli Tyrannorum Secundus 
Cujus Ortus ( ni Fama mendax ) ſpurius, 
Flagellum Mundi. 

Humano Sanguine nunquam ſatiatus. 
Cui PAPA Feſuitarum cohors 
Hyperaſpiſtes Strenui, 

Fraudulent: Populi. 
Injuſtis Bells, 
Tortund ſatis admirand} 
Pecunil, Fraude, Perjuria, 


(.2r Y 


The REVERSE. 


LEWIS the Great, 
The Firſt of the Tyrannic Sons of Earth, 
And (if Report does rightly urge) 
The World's Imperial Scourge, 
Who drawing out a Crimſon Flood, 
Ne er quench'd his Thirſt of Human Blood: 
While Popiſh,  Jeſuitic Art, 
With Strenuous Fraud maintain his Part, 
The helpleſs Subject quite undone, 
And War unjuſtly carry'd on. 
(Fortune indeed declaring on his Side) 
By Bribery, | 


( 22) 


Ad Summum faſtigium eveFus : 
Batavis, 
Germanic, 
| Hiſpanis, 
Territis, vel attritis, 
Intaftis Anghis, 

t Aurel manu pene ſopitis 
Bello (ſatis pro Inperio) minitato, 
Facriqʒ Pace Punicl, 

T riumphalem Arcum 


Crudelitatis ſuæ monumentum 
Prafrictd fronte, 
Et obdurato animo 
Nec Deum timens, nec Hominen, 


Superhfice erexit. 
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Advanc'd to the ſtupendous Pinnacle of Pride, 
Holland, Germany and Spain, 
Net baffled, only terrify'd ; 
 _ Þrngpland attempted, but in vain, 
Tho' almoſt lull'd with Golden Dreams of Gain: 
Aſter a threatned War and Punic Peace, 
He this Triumphal Arch did raiſe, 
The Witneſs of his own Diſgrace, 
Perpetual Mouument of Shame, 
Which ſhall to future Times Proclaim 
With what audacious Brow, and Iron Hand, 


He proudly God defy'd, and ravag'd every Land. 
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On Burning the A 


[ Biſhop of St Moaps' 
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PREFACE 


TO HIS 


Four SERMONS 


O! Sacred Pages, never more repine, 
Tho? Sacrific d to Faction, and Deſign. 


Thy Votaries by this more ſtrong become, 


Gath'ring freſh Vigour from your Martyrdom. 
Arabian Spices ſo diffolv'd by Heat, 
Scatter Perfumes around, Divinely ſweet. 


Let T3 


\ 


5. {- HP 

80 thy Profeſſors fell in wicked Days, 

Their glorious Lives concluding with a Blaze; 

By fach a Death wou'd I obtain a Name, 

And make my Zeal outſhine my Funeral Flame. 

$from the World the CE SARS did retire, - 

Aſcending to the Gods from Piles of Fire. 

80 PTO LEM fam d Library did ſhine, 

In unlearn d Flames, no Loſs compar d to thine. 

Sure from your Smoke ſome Miracle muſt riſe, 

As when an Angel mdunted to the Skies, 

And fanctif/ d the Flame in M AN O A H's Sacrifice.) 
Spight of thy adverſe Fate thou ſhalt be read, 

Vor die till Principle and Truth be dead. 


But O! Expect what the Three Children bore,” 
A Fire that's Seven times hotter than before, 
And all that Tpry Rage can practice more. J 
Let Thou ſhalt feel no Harm, no Fear diſcloſe, 
So bat, like the Furnace, flaſh upon thy Foef? 
E THE 
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HEN Boys at ETO M once 4 Tear, 
V In Military Pomp appear, 

He, who juſt trembled at the Rod, 

Treads it a HER OE, talks a GOD, 

And in an Inſtant can create 

' A DOZEN Officers of State: + 


Kao + 


| (97) 
His little Legion all aſſail, (2 Bf ; 
Arreſt without Releaſe or Bal: 
Muſt pay the Tax, and eat the Sa... 
You don't love Sali you ſay . and ſturm— 
| Look of theſe Staves, Sir——— and Conformz\ © 7 
E But yet this Sun, that ſhines fo bright, igt i 
In ſable Gown will ſet at Night, 3 
And Morn return with College Appetite. 


|]. 
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a Thus the New FAVOURITE in his Plumes, 
New Manners and New Airs aſſumes: 
He who before was at your Whiſtle, 
Begins to bully, frown, and briſtle ; 
And to his Band of Hireling Tartars, 
Gives Penſions, Places, Titles, Garters ; 
His Schemes, his Projects, all muſt be 
ALaw to BOB, his Grace, and Me- 


His Friends lan clo ade Pers 
What, don't you like him p to che Tow. , 
You fivgar tis firatge— but lot this ne 

E buſie Play ine conſumoe: 

See him chagrin at laſt retire 
To a Welch Farm, and Country Fires 
With tus to Corafort Fallen State, 
The Tine has been when HE wes Great. 9 
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